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CUT HERE.

could In{va told you,"” answered the Rab-
“that the first snow would deprive you
all eompanipnship on the part of those
faple. It was thélr custom before being
(ken into captivity to sieep steadily through
AL the freezing weather. My people under-
taod ft wall, for then we had only the wild
ts and the foxes and wolves to fear'
But how could they live so long without
ng T demandsd Pwit-Pwit. =
Towngn thelr fat," answered the
“AH the time the leaves
Bedr People ate grapes and
rest until they were so fat
walk. T remember we were
tem then, they were so slow
vas the same with the Rac-
night they would steal along
& river, gorging themselves
wnd young ducks, and some-
Into the flelds for the juicy
when the first Enow came
‘most too fat to walk.
ed the old gray Rabbit, “the
ald crawl into the farthest
wes, while the Raccoon Peo-
' in furry rings at the ends
“and there they would sleep
* warm sun should -gain
_ Ihese thinge ~ know well,
LT ware  uys of Spring
i uple aré ever on the alert
¢ gaunt flguras of the half-
*ecple, awakened by their hun-
en prowl over the land.”
I understand,” chirped Pwit-
il; now that the Bear People and
sn People care no langer for ths
he Jungle, I =hall have more tims
<41 -to spend with Mrs. Murphy and
Laippopotamus baby.”
L% thén there came a bellow from the di-
tion of Wapitl's »ard.
Tt s Wapitl, and he remembers,” sald the
te Limping Doy, delightedly. “Come,
+=Pwit, we must go,”

“If it Is the old Deep you are about to visit,”
said the Rabbit, T would warn 'you that his
people are apt to be dangerous when the
gnow §s on the ground, It I3 then that they
suffer from hungér and are none too gentle
with'.thelr sharp prongs.'

But Pwit-Pwit =said they had an undaor-
standing with Wapitl, and there was no 'an-
ger. Bo, when the Little Limping Boy had
assured the old gray Rabbit that he would
return on the morrow and for three days to
learn the secret of all the tongues spoken in
the Jungle, they hastened back to Wapiti's
yard.

They found the Deer shaking his antlers
and pawing the snow.

“Now I remember,” sald Waplti. It was on
Just such a day as thils In the great forest
that my gentle, tender-eyed mate was taken
from me. There were two fierce dogs that
sprang at her throat But this was not until
the fron in the man's hand had gpoken and
my mate had fallen to hér knees with the
blood gushing from her mouth, Look, Pwit-
Fwit, do you see that prong of my left antler,
broken short off 7"

“Yes, I see it,"” answered Pwit-Pwit.
“Well, it was with that prong that I pinned
one of the dogs to a tres, so that he never

barked again. I left the prong sticking in
his heart.” '

“Served him right,”” sald Pwit-Pwit: "I'

can’t bear dogs. They're nearly as bad as
cats."

“But my paor mate was dead,” continued
Wapitl, “and while I was mourning over Her
body the men came and bound me fast with
cords. That is why you find me here to-day."

And Wapltl resumsd his rawing in the
snow, while he chanted the Winter song: of
the Deer People.

And as the Little Limping Boy went on his
way past the den of the Grizzly Bears he
heard them, too, snoring a Winter SONg as
they slept.

SONGS 6F WINTER IN THE JUNGLE.

Waplitl
2 groind b= wh te und the al - Is cold,
the Tron ome wirm blood spilla!
= when our tracks show, fresh ot old,
»when men and their dogs are bold—
re of the Trom that kills!

The Droswsy Ones,
Grapes and berries and swest ronng corn,
A tender rabbit now and, then,
A echicken cquzht In the eary morn)
The soundest snopze slnee we were born
In the depths of our snug dark denl
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